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The doorbell rang. 
And again ... And again. 
And another time. 


Lars furiously ripped open the large door - done in art-deco style, very expensive - of his also expensive 
house. 


"How | hate this ‘trick or treat shit," he yelled at the dark figure in front of him. "You Americans must be 
completely nuts .. By the way, how did you manage to pass all of my fucking expensive security systems? 
FUCK! | better should fire the losers of my security service ... | always thought that they aren't experts and 
don't know what they are doing, or want me to believe in the shit they use to tell me .. Its awfull FUCK! As | 


always have mentioned ..." 


Lars stopped his lament because he now got it that the extremely tall person in front of his door yet hadn't 
said a word. The figure seemed to extinct all the light around them by sucking it into his blackness. 


It has been a beautiful night with lots of stars to see. No clouds. 

But as Lars quickly looked up into the sky, he just saw some weak flickers of a last handful of stars. 

His eyes went wide and his pulse reached an estimated rate of IBO beats per minute. Or, maybe, over 200 
beats, but Lars didn't count. He was busy enough by getting goose bumps all over his now trembling body and 
to desperately try to swallow while his mouth and throat seemed to be a very dry desert all of a sudden 
And he felt the urgent need to faint on the spot. 

‘|... | guess you wanna .. you wanna get some treats? | have enough, really .. Maybe, some champagne, too?" 
he croaked. "That's fine with me .. Let me fetch everything you want. You'll see that the champagne is of 
excellent quality.” 


"Silentium!" 


The dark, tall and massively built figure moved and a long black forefinger poked Lars' chest. The finger felt 


cold as ice. 

Lars gave a low whimper and tried to suppress the chattering of his teeth. Unfortunately without much 
success. 

"You are talking too much," the dark figure calmly said. "I doubt that my master will tolerate this." 


"Your .. your master?" Lars croaked. His lips uncontrollably trembled, and he was near to piss himself in. "You 


. You mean ... Do .. do | know your master?" 

"You better should," the dark figure answered. His voice was silky - in a horrifying way. 
Lars whimpered again. 

"And who ... who is your master?" he whispered. 


"Death." 


The dark figure lightly touched Lars’ shoulder with his freezing cold - and completely black - hand. 


"Death is my master, and | am one of the Harbingers of Death." 
"A Harbinger of ..." Lars voice broke. 
"Exactly. But enough of small-talk! You will follow me now. My master isn't used to have to wait." 


"Uuuuhhhh!" Lars whined. "James! JAMES! Where are you? JAMES! Help me! HELP ME! The fucking Harbinger 
of Death .. DEATH will kill me! Pleeaaase! JAMES!" 


Out of the dark another tall person approached the house, throwing back his long blond mane. 


James had stuffed his hands into his jean's pockets and he looked very relaxed. He shook his head and smiled at 


Lars as he came near. 


"Why, the fuck, are you crying like a baby, Larsie?" he asked in amused tone. "The neighbours might call the 


police .. Or worse, the marines." 


Lars didn't lose a split second as he ran up to James, throwing his shaking arms around his friend's - and 


lover's - muscular torso, holding very tight with his fingers cramped into the fabric of James shirt. 


"Oh, James! You are here," Lars cried while pressing his face onto James' shoulder, wetting this part of James’ 


shirt. "They wanna kill me!" 
"Kill you? Who wanna kill you, sweetheart?" James petted Lars’ head. "What are you talking about?" 


Lars still panted in frenzy. "The .. the Harbinger of Death .. it's Death himself who wants to .. He told the 


Harbinger to take me ... to take me with him." 


"Oh come on, baby," James answered, smiling. "What kind of shit have you sucked up your nose? You're getting 


paranoid." 
"Nonono! | haven't done drugs, | swear! Just one or two glasses of champagne, that's all," Lars cried out. "Look 
at the Harbinger-guy, he's standing at my door, and he is completely black and lightless and cold as ice, and he 


took away all the lights around me ... us .. Don't allow that he takes me with him, please, James!" 


James grinned at some dark bushes and trees in the background. Lars didn't notice it because he still hid his 


face in the fabric of James’ shirt. 


"Baby, | really don't know what you are talking about. There isn't someone at your door, and it's a wonderful 


night with a thousand or more stars at the sky. No guy in black to see." 


Lars slowly lifted his head and wiped away his tears with a shaking hand. Then he turned his head - also slowly 


- to look at his house's door. 

Nobody was to be seen 

No giggling kids in Halloween costumes, no adult person. No guy in black. 

Nobody. 

"Oh James," Lars whispered. "He's gone. He's GONE! You rescued me! Oh, how | love you! .. And l'm soooo sorry 
because | criticized your lyrics for those both songs ... It wasn't right to do so, and | really LOVE those lyrics, 


they are perfect, and .." 


"I know, | know, baby." James stroked Lars’ ruffled long hair. "Now, let's go inside. l'm sure that you're working 


too much, so maybe you can't trust your eyes because you are too tired” 


"Yes, yes, you are right, I'm sure you are right, James," Lars sighed in deep relief and held on James' hand 


very tightly. "You always are right, and you know what's best for me. | feel so safe when you are with me." 
James bit his lower lip to keep himself from grinning. The little Danish motormouth had got him completely 
furious and mad the other day because of his nonstop lament about James’ lyrics for two of their new songs, 
viciously letting James know that NO ONE ever would be interested in listing to a song with the title "Enter 


Sandman" or - worse - "The Unforgiven". 


James had thought about killing the little fucker with his bare hands, but then Kirk, who also had a lot to 


suffer because of a certain Dane, came up with a better idea. 


"Did you really like my entry? | tried to give my very best .. | always try to give my best, y'know...” 


"You've been perfect," Jason answered and handed over a thick white envelope to the very tall and huge guy 


who now had joined Jason and Kirk in the darkness of the large bushes near the portal of Lars’ property. 


"Ab-so-lu-tely perfect," Kirk echoed. He ran his fingers through his long dark curls. "The best stand-up scene | 


ever have seen." 


The man gave a pleased smile. He had got off the black hood of his also black robes. There were two small eye 


slits on the front of the hood, but they couldn't be seen in the dim light, especially because the guy had 
covered up his face - including the eyelids - by black stage make-up. In addition he had hid his eyes by special 


black lenses. 

"These lenses are killing me," he moaned and got the lenses out of his eyes. 

He had to blink a lot, rubbing his mistreated and now red eyes. 

| really don't know why | do jobs like this one. To give a Harbinger of Death at the front door of a guy whom | 
don't know. Well, you've allowed me to do my lines by myself, and I'm honoured because of this. But | have to 
point out that I'm an actor with a certain stage presence and dignity, and | already have played on the 
Broadway, so | really don't know .." 

"Maybe, it's because of the five thousand bucks inside the envelope," Kirk suggested. 

‘Oh, no, no, nol I'm a SERIOUS actor, and l'm not interested in money .. Well, sometimes it's nice to get paid, but 
money isn't everything, really. Unfortunately my landlady uses to insist in getting the rent for her so-called 
shabby apartment. She always has the weird idea to throw me out if | don't come up with the rent" 


"That's really bad," Jason murmured. 


"You can bet. My agent always tells me that I'll get an Oscar, or maybe two, because of my unbelievable 
talent, that's for sure. But | have to pay him, too, so | can't wait for the Oscar .." 


All of a sudden the actor stopped his whining, suspiciously glaring at the both musicians. Jason and Kirk 
stoically didn't move a muscle in their faces. 


"Where does the money come from? | hope that you guys haven't stolen it! m so STUPID! | don't wanna get 
busted because of fucking stolen cash ... And, besides, should | KNOW you? Thinking about it, I'm sure you guys 


have given me stolen cash. Yes, I'm sure about this because you REALLY don't look very respectable." 


